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something	else:	Undeniable	 evidence	of	my	 laziness	as	a	 student.	
As	attentive	as	 I	always	 thought	 I’d	been,	a	 record	of	doodles,	 to-
do	lists,	and	notes	to	a	friend	in	the	next	seat	filled	the	margins	of	














 But like any English major trained to look beyond the surface 
and	see	the	subtext	below,	I	walked	home	from	class	with	the	image	














life-encompassing	 struggle	 of	 drug	 addiction;	 and	 the	 bitter	 pain	



















the thin hemlocks that fence our lot.
I	pinch	crumbs	from	the	tablecloth.	
Even	the	water	glasses	weep.
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How It Ends













same time every night from the same dirty crevices and never 
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Poolside Politics
adam “bucho” rodenberger |

























skirt really doesn’t match those shoes. 
special	thanks	to	the	“b”	that	turned	
“one” into “bone.” your favorite dvds 
fell so gently into the garbage can. it’s 
nice	to	tidy	things	up,	but	what	year	is	it?




















Her car slowed to a toll road 
that would lead me to my destination. 
Within	fifty	yards	of	walking,	






Valley the French lost so many lives over 
in both World Wars.  Never asking for a ride
















a man eyed my bag and me intently
until	his	friend	told	him	to	leave	me	alone,	
saying,	“He’s	hungry—can’t	you	see?”
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	 The	last	time	I	saw	you	it	was	summer	in	California	and	
we	sat	at	the	French	café	for	old	time’s	sake.		I	deconstructed	the	
pastry	flakes	of	a	pain au chocolat while you reinvented the art of 
attacking	a	mille feuille.		Under	the	table	our	knees	bumped	but	
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you	told	me,	in	the	thick	fog	of	the	Appalachian	Mountains,	that	




















We cry together like family.
It’s	like	we	split	and	stew
over the same things.














that isn’t yours but grabs 
your	hand	in	the	supermarket	
 
thinking you’re his mother. 
You	aren’t	his	mother,	and	his	hand	
is grimy with nervous 




causes you to list 
and drag to its side. 
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water from the same soil. 
You	shaded,	grew	
 
tall and diseased. 
They cut you out 
from	the	ground,	roots	
 
and what soil you could 
hold,	and	what	roots	we	had	
twisted with yours 
were cut and taken 
away. 
 
There was nothing 
to	hide	us	from	the	sun,	but	we	grew	
to cover the bare 
ground 




You have given me a lie with truth 
written	across	its	face.	Yes,	
I	took	it,	I	only	read	
the labels. But like an arcade 
token	in	a	snack	machine,	
it is no use 
 
to	me.	It’s	best	to	let	it	drop	
on the sidewalk for someone else 
to	pocket.	(It	does	shine	
and	lure	in	the	sunlight).	Or	
to let it rust in a drawer 
 
with all the others. 




White sheets over the furniture-- 
the armoire that belonged 
to	your	great	aunt,	
the	unwound	clock,	the	sofa	
we were not allowed 
to sit on. 
 































	 “Must	 be	 a	 slow	news	day,”	Gene	 says,	 folding	 his	 arms	
across his chest.




	 I’ve	been	working	 this	 job	part-time	on	 the	weekends	 for	
about	three	months	now.	The	pay	isn’t	great,	but	when	you’re	forty-
something	and	suddenly	single,	driving	a	busload	of	impoverished	
geriatrics	 and	 heroin	 junkies	 to	 the	 top	 of	 Fernridge	 Mountain	
doesn’t	seem	like	such	a	terrible	way	to	moonlight.	After	sweating	
jason kapcala | 13
Methadone
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neck like a dog tag. He carries his guitar case with him and always 













was	 just	a	mouse-click	away,	 she	 insisted.	She’d	heard	 that	 loud,	
mustached doctor talking about it on Oprah.	He’d	said,	“You’ve	got	
to	learn	to	listen	to	your	heart	before	your	heart	can	listen	to	you,”	
or	something	equally	profound.	
	 “Shirley,	 it’s	 so	 easy,”	 she	 said,	 picking	 the	 croutons	 off	
her	salad.	“You	just	answer	some	questions	and	then	a	computer	
matches	you	up	with	the	guys	who	are	most	compatible.”






















	 I	don’t	want	 to	be	at	 this	 restaurant.	 It’s	 a	beautiful	 stone	
building	with	ivy	leaves	painted	along	the	floor	and	ceiling.	Fresh	
flowers	 on	 every	 table.	 The	waiter	 brings	 bread	 in	 a	 basket	 and	
drops	it	on	your	plate	using	sterling	silver	tongs.	The	wine	bottles	














































my	stomach	how	good	 they	 look	 together.	Better	 than	Mark	and	
I	 ever	 looked.	With	 their	 olive	 skin	 and	 their	 jet-black	hair,	 they	





 The waiter who brings our drinks saves Mark from that 
conversation.
	 For	the	rest	of	the	evening,	I’m	only	half	there.	I	drink	far	
too	much.	 I	 can	hear	Mark	and	 Jillian’s	muffled	 talking	 from	the	
booth	behind	us,	 that	gaudy	purple	 cocoon.	 In	 spite	of	myself,	 I	
want to know what they’re saying.
jason kapcala | 17
	 Things	weren’t	always	easy	with	Mark.	I’m	thinking	of	one	
dark	winter	in	particular,	when	we	sent	our	three	children	to	live	
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car.
 The house is small and windowless. Built into a hillside. The 






	 There’s	no	way	 I’m	 following	him	 inside.	From	down	 the	
hallway	somewhere	a	voice	calls	out,	“Boy,	is	that	you?”
	 “Yeah,	Dad,”	Todd	replies,	grabbing	my	hand	and	pulling	
me along behind him.





 Todd introduces me and the old man raises one hand like a 
monarch.
	 I	say	something	about	it	being	late,	about	working	early	and	
needing to be home.














jason kapcala | 19
























a small drainage ditch.
	 “Holy	Mother,”	Gene	says.




dirty look and he reconsiders.
	 “Geronimo,”	Johnny	says,	and	I	could	just	kill	him.
	 Outside,	there’s	no	sign	of	the	deer	we	hit,	but	one	look	at	
the	 front	of	 the	bus	 suggests	 that	 the	 animal	has	gone	off	 some-
where	to	die.	Both	tires	on	the	driver’s	side	are	flat.	The	passengers	
form	little	groups	along	the	road’s	shoulder.	I	assure	them	that	help	
is on the way. But who knows when it will arrive or what that even 
means.
	 Diamond	Jim	sits	on	the	guardrail.	He’s	trembling	a	little.





















barks one hard laugh.






you	 from	 living	 your	 life.	 From	 sleeping	 at	 night.	 From	 settling	





costs in return is everything you’ve got.”
	 I	stare	at	the	mountainside	across	the	highway.	Some	large	

























down	 at	 the	 accident	 site.	My	 bus	 lists	 precariously	 against	 the	

















No	drug	paraphernalia.	No	 concert	playbills,	 or	pictures,	 or	me-




fifty	yards	or	 so—gripping	 the	 case	by	 its	handle.	 It’s	 like	 some-
thing out of those music videos my boys were always watching on 
MTV.	When	I	get	back	to	the	accident	site,	I	lean	over	the	guardrail	
on	the	other	side.	I	watch	the	Delaware	River	flowing	down	below,	






	 “Geronimo,”	 I	 say,	 but,	 as	 the	 case	 disappears	 beneath	 a	
small	ripple,	even	I	don’t	think	it’s	very	funny.
twitching waiting for the mailman






but you didn’t understand what i meant
and you certainly never understood how 
much i wanted to build us a treehouse
in the jungle where we could eat bananas















as if her mane caught the sunlight. 
After	chores,	she	walked	from	the	barn	
to	the	house	without	breaking	into	a	gallop.
That was the year she nursed a crush on a boy 














clouds trailing like broken reins.
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That Long Spring
bethany reid |



















Melba kindly told us that all she had on the lot was a green Taurus 
and	a	gold	Taurus.	“I’ll	take	the	gold	one,”	I	told	her,	and	walked	
back out to my car.






fore,	 but	 he	was	 a	 nice	 enough	 guy.	His	 name	didn’t	 imply	 any	
crazy	quirks,	just	a	small	car.	Which	was	fitting,	as	any	vehicle	be-
comes	small	when	three	guys	are	roadtripping	in	it.	
	 The	 next	 stop	was	 Greenville,	 South	 Carolina,	 where	we	
met	Josh’s	other	friend,	Phil	and	thankfully	escaped	the	dank	man-
graham currin | 25
Don’t Feed the Strippers
graham currin |
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seven hours from home going to a game still 90 miles away with no 
tickets. Right on track. 
	 When	we	rolled	into	Athens	at	one	p.m.,	we	knew	instantly	
that the game was going to be awesome because we could hear the 
stadium	from	anywhere	in	the	city.	Unfortunately,	that	also	meant	












	 So	 far,	 the	 trip	 had	 been	 innocently	 mischievous	 and	 I	





combined	with	 a	 six-pack	of	Natural	Light,	 led	me	 to	 the	 astute	
observation that any song becomes funny when you sing it in the 
voice	of	Scooby	Doo.	Prince’s	“Purple	Rain”	became	“Rurple	Rain.”	





graham currin | 27
the	“Rohhh-oh-ohhh-oh’s,”	and	Josh	was	doubled	over	in	the	front	
seat in tears. 
	 Fully	 immersed	 in	 the	 contagion	 of	 Roadtrip	 Giggles,	 I	







watched the movie Titanic	and	that	I	had	never	gone	to	a	titty	bar.	
“Graham	Currin	doesn’t	have	to	pay	for	girls,”	I	was	fond	of	say-











	 I	walked	 past	 the	 four-foot	 tall	 suits	 of	 armor	 that	 stood	
guard at the entrance to Platinum Plus and immediately heard 
thumping	 bass	 and	 saw	 the	 strobes	 bouncing	 off	 of	 the	 hallway	










All	 I	knew	about	 strip	 clubs	 I	 learned	 from	TV.	Usually	 it	was	a	
horseshoe	ring	of	shady	dudes	sitting	around	a	girl	on	a	pole.	TV	
was	tame.	Platinum	Plus	had	a	mainstage,	two	cages,	a	champagne	




	 We	 joined	 Josh	 and	Pinto	 around	 a	 table	 near	 one	 of	 the	
cages	and	sat	in	chairs	that	I	was	sure	I	wouldn’t	have	wanted	to	see	
under a Dateline	special	investigation	black	light.	The	bass	thumped	











and some were black. Some were thin and some were fat. Some in 
red. And some in blue. Some were old. And some were new. Some 
were	sad.	And	some	were	glad.	And	for	fifty	bucks,	some	would	be	
very,	very	bad.	







and	around	 them,	 I	 said	how	about	getting	me	a	beer.	Faux-pas.	
Her	face	squished	up	as	she	said	with	a	huff,	“I	don’t	do	that.	Your	
waitress will be here in a minute.” The guys at the table laughed 
uncontrollably.	Lesson	one:	a	stripper	is	not	your	waitress.	For	forty	
bucks	she’ll	give	you	the	old	San	Francisco	handshake,	but	appar-
ently drink service is beneath her. 
















of armor out front. 
	 “What’s	your	name?”	she	asked	mechanically.	
	 “Uhhh,	Armand,”	I	said.	“What’s	yours?”









 Politicians and salesman alike could have learned from 
Scandalous. She stayed on message and went for the sale the whole 
time.	She	eventually	called	no	joy	and	leapt	up	to	find	another	tar-
get. 
	 “Good	job,”	Josh	said.	“They’re	 just	 like	sea	gulls,	man.	If	
you feed ‘em they’ll just come looking for more.” 
	 I‘d	seen	an	interview	with	a	stripper	once	on	one	of	those	
TV	news	shows	 that	purports	 to	 investigate	 the	 issue	of	decency	














 “I’ll wake you up.”
	 “I’ve	got	a	girlfriend.”	
 “So do I.”
	 “I’m	gay.”



















	 Two	men	 down.	 Our	 numbers	 were	 quickly	 shrinking.	 I	
looked	at	 Josh,	hoping	he	would	stay.	He	was	 laughing	at	Pinto.	
“Look	at	her	get	him.	She’s	like	a	velociraptor.	You	see	the	first	one	
coming,	 but	 ya	 never	 see	 the	 second	 one.”	 I	 looked	 as	 Josh	mo-
tioned	and	saw	Pinto,	now	flanked	by	two	girls	at	the	ATM.	He	was	
done for. 
	 With	our	numbers	halved,	 the	 girls	 came	 even	 faster.	We	
mowed	them	down	mercilessly.	I	was	a	broken	record	of	No.	No	to	
























deal.	 Phil	 actually	 came	back	 to	us	 bouncing.	He	had	gotten	his	
stripper’s	phone	number.	They’d	had	a	moment,	he	said.	
 The lights dimmed and the emcee announced that we were 






and they asked Pinto if he wanted a combo. We told the cashier no 
thanks. He’d already had one last night. That kid’s a sucker for a 
deal. 
	 I	took	two	showers	when	I	got	home.	One	that	night	to	wash	
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Scooby was unfortunately absent from the vocals this time. When 
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Prostitutes Appeal to Pope
peter e. murphy |
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The Sun Temple
greta aart |
Fly the Friendly Skies
evri kwong |
acrylic and sharpie permanent marker on window shade



































































balls in work. ”
	 Bryan	 couldn’t	 quite	 imagine	what	 his	 brother	 was	 busy	















who knew what news reached him.
	 On	the	eleventh,	Bryan	had	been	gazing	through	his	office	
alex myers | 49
Far Gone
alex myers |
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to	 the	kitchen,	where	no	 screens	 tempted	him	 to	 catch	 the	 latest	
news.		He	picked	up	the	sponge	from	the	sink	and	began	to	scrub	























































	 The	next	morning,	Bryan	awoke	 to	find	 Jim	already	gone	




the	 back	 cooler,	 and	he	heard	 someone	mention	 Jim’s	 name	 and	
Tibbett’s	Packing,	one	of	the	local	sardine	factories.		Bryan	opened	



























perate	 for	a	sense	of	 togetherness	and	relaxation,	 something	 that	
was beyond everyone’s reach at the moment.
	 Through	the	tolls,	the	Maine	turnpike	began	in	earnest.		A	





	 The	 pine	 trees	 rolled	 by	 his	 car	window;	 Bryan	 found	 it	








dled the guns in their arms but seldom took many shots until they 




both excited and comforted him.  
	 Past	Bangor,	Bryan’s	car	was	the	only	one	on	the	road.		The	
familiarity of the drive made Bryan feel as though he were heading 








a store in a dying town. 
	 Bryan	 jabbed	a	finger	at	 the	radio	and	set	 it	searching	for	
noise.	 	The	music	pushed	away	the	thoughts	that	had	been	gath-















the	 empty	bottles	 and	 shooting	 at	 them	with	 a	pistol.	 	 The	boys	
would	float	lazily	in	the	water,	listening	to	the	sound	of	breaking	



































	 Inside,	 the	 cabin	no	 longer	 smelled	musty,	which	 startled	
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Boy	recliners	were	parked	in	front	of	a	big	TV;	in	the	kitchen	at	the	
rear,	a	microwave	and	a	coffee	pot	showed	signs	of	frequent	use.	











	 The	 cabin	 did	 feel	 larger,	 the	 opposite	 of	 how	 childhood	
places	revisited	are	supposed	to	 feel.	 	 Jim	went	on,	“I	fixed	up	a	








































	 Bryan	 tailed	 the	 lurching	 blue	 truck,	 breathing	 in	 the	 ex-
haust	it	belched,	wondering	what	was	going	on	in	Jim’s	mind.		Back	









	 Bryan	 leaned	his	head	back,	 looking	at	 the	boughs	of	 the	
pine	trees	dancing	across	the	blue-gray	dusk	above	him.		Before	he	
knew	it,	he	was	crying.		Christ.		These	last	two	weeks	had	wrecked	










alex myers | 57
how	Jim	knew.		He	was	the	older	brother,	after	all.
	 The	porch	light	had	drawn	a	few	moths,	and	Bryan	stood	
















him	by	his	 shoulder.	 	He	 saw	 the	murky	skylights	above	him;	 it	






started and they rolled out of his driveway.  
	 “We’re	going	to	Turner’s	Swamp,”	Jim	said,	“You	remember	
that	spot?”		








bargain.  You’ll see.”
	 Bryan	looked	at	his	brother’s	hand	gripping	the	wheel,	the	
foggy	woods	around	them.		It	didn’t	make	any	sense	to	him,	like	
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coats.  He bounced uncontrollably on the seat as the truck hit a 





Somewhere someone has to make a beginning.
It	must	be	made	out	of	nothing
or	out	of	a	landscape	utterly	other,	






















your white dress woven of so many threads
you can’t tear them away. Don’t cry.
It’s	your	story.
Take it in your hands.
Begin.







that bloomed like a bruise against the shining
brass	when	he	bowed	to	his	trumpet
the way he must have bent
as	a	child	to	some	summer	sprinkler,
warm	and	thirsty	and	hoping.
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Improvisation
beth marzoni |
	 I	 sit	 curled	next	 to	my	grandmother,	her	 lilac	perfume	as	
clear	as	spring,	as	strong	as	the	shrubs	growing	in	her	yard.	It	 is	
Sunday night. We watch Wild Kingdom,	Lawrence Welk,	Disney.	Re-
gardless	of	age	or	size,	she	calls	the	kids	hotten	tots	and	cherubs.
	 I	am	in	my	father’s	gaze	as	I	deliver	a	slick,	black-blue	lamb,	












one the next day to learn his work because the farm never rests. 














	 I’m	warning	 the	 roosters	 not	 to	 crow	 at	midnight,	 not	 to	
jane l. carman | 61
Place
jane l. carman |








my	 grandmother,	 her	 grandparents.	 The	flowers	 grow	 in	 purple	
and	gold	ovals	like	symbols	of	basketball	teams.	The	plants	create	
new boundaries each season.
	 I	 am	 in	 the	 living	 room.	 Outside	 the	 window,	 Leopold’s	
crane	passes	yearly.	 I	watch	 the	hawk	fly	by,	carrying	a	writhing	
snake	like	Indiana	Jones	snapping	a	whip.	The	returning	eagle	car-











protect	 rabbits,	 chickens,	 ducks,	 and	 children.	 It	 is	 the	 battle	 be-
tween	indigenous	and	domestic.	 I	don’t	know	how	to	stand	atop	
the fence and balance.
	 I	need	to	find	awe	in	less	space	than	Thoreau.	This	is	not	a	
choice.






as though starving—chicken, dolmata, 
the buttery flakes of filo—
and what’s killing her eats, too.
from Kim Addonizio’s Eating Together 
Before	my	friend	bought	her	first	pink	wig	
She listened to another song by Dolly Parton 
And	played	Scarlet’s Walk	until	the	phone	rang.
Before she wore a silk scarf over her bare head
She watched Muriel’s Wedding for the seventeenth
Time and wrote stories for the children of Palestine.
Before my friend’s thick auburn hair fell in waves
To	the	floor	she	sat	in	her	blue	kitchen	till	morning,
Carved	pumpkins	and	wrote	long	letters
That carried her laugh inside them like a secret
Full	of	open	drawers.
Before my friend knew she was leaving 
She	flew	back	home	for	good	and	left	me	
Her	songs,	like	petals	of	carnation	unfolding,
The way raisins swell under the chill of my tongue.







 Laurel stares at him.  He stares at her nametag.
	 “I’d	be	happy	to	be	a	reference	for	you,”	he	says.		
 Laurel doesn’t believe that business is lagging.  She read 
a	mention	 in	 the	 local	magazine	 about	 Coffee	 Crutch’s	 business	
booming,	about	expansions	planned.	 	He	 is	firing	her	because	of	
her	size.		He	has	heard	the	jabs	made	by	her	coworkers,	and	maybe	
he’s worried that the customers think the same things and they’re 
leaving for the Starbucks down the street.  She wants to yell at him. 
She wants to tell him that her weight can’t be killing business any 
more	than	the	giant	brown	spot	on	his	balding	head.		She	can’t	form	
the	words,	but	even	if	she	could,	she’s	too	sensible.		She	knows	she’ll	
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Barista to Go
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bows	denting	her	 thighs.	 	At	a	store	 like	 this,	she	should	work	a	
week	to	afford	one	of	their	T-shirts,	and	now	she	doesn’t	have	a	job.	
	 “Are	you	doing	all	right	in	there?”		


























	 “I’ll	 take	 it.”	 	 Laurel	 plunks	her	 credit	 card	down	on	 the	
counter	along	with	the	dress.		She	spots	a	rack	of	purses.		
	 “Just	a	second,”	Laurel	says,	and	heads	over	to	it.		
	 She	won’t	destroy	any	of	 the	purses.	 	 She’ll	 just	 choose	a	
cute one that will last for years.  
 
I	pull	into	the	gravel	parking	lot	at	the	base	of	Ridgeline	and	park	
my	car.	 	 I	push	back	my	seat	and	lean	down	to	 lace	up	my	tired	












	 At	Ridgeline,	I	 feel	 the	most	 like	myself	and	the	least	 like	
myself	 at	once.	 	 I	 run	heedlessly	and	carefully	at	 the	 same	 time,	
smacking myself in the face with blackberry brambles while always 
being mindful not to hog the one-lane trail.  As the trail starts to 
make	the	first	gradual	 incline	of	the	run	(certainly	not	the	last),	 I	
talk	to	myself:	You can do it, just a few more steps. Pick it up!  How can 
you ever expect to improve your form if you’re running that slow? The 
long	hill	begins	to	rise	sharply,	and	I	feel	my	legs	pick	up	the	pace	
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realize	you	are	 in	God’s	presence.	 	Most	of	Ridgeline	 is	 the	kind	
of	closed-in,	grown-over	trail	that	reminds	me	of	running	through	









ing,	 in,	out,	 in,	out.	 	 I	 crane	my	neck,	noticing	 the	soft	 light	as	 it	
flickers	through	the	windy	branches	and	the	firm	certainty	of	the	
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dering,	 that	 I	 knew	 that	DeShante	Abraham	had	no	 intention	 of	
asking me to marry him. We’d been over and over that ever since 
last winter when we had already been dating more than a year. Nei-
ther	of	us	was	ready.	I	saw	no	reason	to	hurry	myself	into	marriage	






crazy,	 and	DeShante	was	 the	 one	who	broke	up	 their	 fights	 and	
made	peace	between	them.	Marie	was	pretty	much	a	wreck,	living	
on	 government	 checks	 and	 food	 stamps,	 trying	 to	deal	with	 her	
asthma	and	give	up	dope.	One	 time	 a	 little	 earlier	 that	 summer,	
when	 I	went	over	 to	pick	up	a	change	of	 clothes	 for	DeShante,	 I	
found	the	front	door	open.	Anybody	could	have	walked	right	in,	
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and	 that	 part	 of	Arlington,	 I	 can	 assure	 you,	 is	 no	 paradise.	 In-






















made it so DeShante could move in with him and Marie. Back then 
she	wasn’t	doing	 so	badly.	 J.P.	 became	 like	 a	 father	 to	DeShante,	
keeping	him	out	of	trouble,	coming	down	hard	when	he	went	with	
the	wrong	kids,	and	to	this	day	DeShante	never	takes	two	steps	in	
any	direction	without	consulting	with	 J.P.	 In	 fact,	 it	was	 J.P.	who	
paid	for	DeShante	to	go	to	trade	school	and	got	him	his	job	at	the	

































that had to be done before the fall things started arriving in August. 
It	was	a	hot	night	and	just	getting	dark	when	I	came	out	at	five	past	
nine	and	drove	over	to	El	Caballo	on	Manchester.
 DeShante was waiting for me at a table under a string of 
colored	light	bulbs.	He	had	a	big	smile	on	his	face	and	got	up	to	
kiss	me	and	pull	out	my	chair.	DeShante	kept	his	hair	shaved	close	
to	his	head	and	had	his	 sideburns	 shaped	exactly	 the	way	 I	 like	
them,	not	 too	 long	and	not	 too	short.	His	skin	 is	medium	brown	
like	mine.	One	time	he	joked	that	we	matched	like	bookends.	“Ten	
to one my great-great-great-granddaddy was chained right next to 
your great-great-great-grandmama and they got it on during the 











	 DeShante	 had	 this	 expression	 on	 his	 face—surprised	 and	











































are afraid of their own animal nature and also want everybody to 

















































people	 like	DeShante	were	so	easily	waylaid	by	 the	 thought	of	a	
shortcut.
 What DeShante was describing just didn’t sound right. De-
Shante	 is	 cute	and	charming,	 and	 I	know	his	 soul	 is	 clean	 like	a	
sheet.	 But	what	 kind	of	 businessman	made	 impulsive	offers	 like	
this?	It	sounded	too	pie-in-the-sky.	But	I	could	tell	that	a	piece	of	







side	 his	 temple.	 “Headspace	 is	 where	 most	 all	 the	 buying	 and	
selling	in	the	world	takes	place	even	before	a	single	dollar	trades	
hands.	A	person	has	to	become	master	of	the	headspace.	And	at	the	





inda schaenen | 77
in	jail	is	like	a	white	guy	becoming	a	CEO.	He	say	his	instincts	is	











with his tongue and smiled again.
	 I	said,	“Have	you	talked	about	this	with	Marie	and	J.P.?”





	 “Marie,	 she	 say	 go	 for	 it,”	 he	 said.	 “She	 say—you	 know	
how	sometimes	she	gets	all	religious	on	you—she	say,	‘the	Lord	has	
dropped	an	angel	in	your	lap,	DeShante.	This	man	was	sent	to	you	




	 “J.P.	 told	me	 to	walk	 away	 from	 it.	 To	 tell	 you	 the	 truth,	
Treecy,	 J.P.	got	ugly,	as	ugly	as	 I	ever	seen	him	get.	He	say	 these	
kinds	of	dudes	come	through	and	think	they	can	make	a	buck	off	
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port.	He	took	a	sip	of	beer	and	looked	down	into	his	glass	as	if	he	
couldn’t look me in the eye.
	 “After	that,	J.P.	turned	on	Marie.”
	 “What	did	he	say,	DeShante?”






























all this energy and love into his cousin and he was afraid it would 




inda schaenen | 79
future	the	way	I	did,	that	I	acted	more	like	a	son	to	her	than	he	did.	











And DeShante’s not your son and that’s a fact. You’re stuck with 









place,	 a	 complex	 of	 two-story	 brick	 buildings	 filled	 with	 single	





apartment	 key,	DeShante	 came	 up	 and	 hugged	me	 from	 behind	
and	kissed	the	back	of	my	neck.	I	could	feel	his	knees	press	into	the	
back of my thighs and start to kind of buckle me backwards into 
him,	which	meant	you	know	what.	 I	opened	the	door,	flicked	on	
the	overhead	light,	and	put	my	purse	on	the	entry	table.	DeShante	
made for the couch.
	 “Let’s	sit	a	minute,	Latrice.”
















Week. Ebony. St. Louis Business Journal. The Post-Dispatch. They were 
all	listed	one	under	the	other	in	blue	letters.
	 “Click	on	one	of	 them,	Latrice.”	DeShante	said.	“Click	on	







to	 the	music	which	 normally	 I	 didn’t	 pay	much	 attention	 to,	 the 
rhythm of the eloquence strong as an elephant.
	 “Okay,	I’m	there.”
	 I	 scrolled	 down.	 Here’s	 how	 Jackson	 and	 his	 partners	
worked:	every	year	they	picked	only	two	companies.	Just	two.	They	












and then we can talk about whether or not it’s the right thing to do.”
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ter how nice they are. Those brown linen ones you got with me last 
spring	are	fine,	 I	guess,	but	you	need	a	 jacket.	You	don’t	want	to	


















know you won’t be comfortable there.”
	 That	was	a	mistake,	me	saying	that,	and	I	knew	it	right	away	







I	 cracked	 open	 solid	 brown	 rolls	 of	 quarters	 and	watched	 them	
splash	into	my	tray.	I	smiled	at	customers	at	my	window	and	talked	
about what a beautiful day it was and how lucky we were that the 
heat	finally	broke	and	made	it	more	like	California	than	St.	Louis.	
But	in	between	customers	I	couldn’t	stop	talking	or	thinking	about	
what	might	happen	 that	 night.	 Sherelle	 and	Rhonda	 shook	 their	
heads	and	looked	like	doomsday	had	come.	Matt	was	optimistic,	
but	his	peppy	encouragement	only	made	me	feel	worse.









tion	workers	 blast	 at	 holes	 all	 over	 town.	And	 I	 know	 stuff	gets	
done.	But	there’s	this	feeling	in	the	air,	as	though	everybody	agrees	
that the work they are doing now is not like the work they do when 
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with	a	man	on	the	road	to	the	place	on	easy	street	where	everybody	
wants to be.









	 “Oh,	DeShante,	 I’m	 sorry,”	 I	 said.	 “I	was	no	good	on	 the	
phone	earlier.	Let	me	just	get	my	bag	and	do	my	lips.	Take	my	keys	
out of the bowl and we’ll go in my car.”
	 The	Kleins	 lived	 in	 the	Central	West	End,	 in	one	of	 those	
three-story	mansions	on	Portland	Place.	It	was	the	kind	of	neigh-
borhood	that	if	we	were	dressed	differently	and	had	driven	up	in	




up	 through	the	 front	 lawn	was	already	spraying	 the	grass.	From	
little	black	heads	 the	water	 spiralled	out	 and	 the	 system	made	a	
rhythmic	 sound–	 k’tch…k’tch…k’tch…k’tch—as	 it	 flung	 water	
across	the	sharp	green	grass	blades.	DeShante	and	I	timed	our	dash	
up	the	front	walk	so	as	not	to	get	splashed.
 The Klein’s front door was big and heavy and had a brass 







































an who must have been Klein’s wife came in and grinned. We were 
all holding icy glasses and not touching the fat olives and white 
cheese on the table in front us.
	 “I’m	Daphne.	So	glad	you	could	join	us	this	evening.”





huge chandelier earrings of cut crystal that caught the light every 
time	she	turned	her	head.	Daphne	Klein	poured	herself	a	glass	of	
sangria.
	 “So,	 so,	 so,”	Klein	 said,	 lifting	his	 glass	when	he	 saw	his	


















just go right ahead and lead the way.”
	 “And	you,	DeShante?”	Jackson	said.	“What	do	you	make	of	
this	turn	of	events?”
	 “I’m	not	sure	what	all	 I	make	of	 this,	sir,”	DeShante	said,	
rubbing	his	 thumb	up	and	down	his	glass	and	staring	at	 the	red	
fluid.	“It	do	seem	strange	to	me,	I’ll	say	that.	But	I	think	I	under-
stand where you coming from.”








ing through DeShante’s mind even as he sat there. Faced with what 
he	believed	to	be	a	trick	question,	DeShante,	like	the	self-protecting	
boys	in	grade	school,	rode	it	out	in	silence;	he	decided	to	let	some-
one	 else	 seize	glory	 for	 the	 right	 answer	or	 suffer	 shame	 for	 the	
wrong one.
	 “You	know,”	Jackson	said	to	his	partner,	“if	that	man	would	
just	 rear	up	and	fire,	 that	would	be	 it.	 It’s	Duncan	who’s	not	set-
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ting	that	pitcher	free,	and	you	can	only	blame	LaRussa	for	that.	Or	
blame Henderson. But don’t sit there and blame Almatazon. When 




















	 “I	 live	 in	 North	 City,”	 he	 said,	 looking	 up	 into	 Daphne	
Klein’s	eyes.	“Up	near	Arlington	and	Natural	Bridge.”
	 People	who	don’t	 live	 in	St.	Louis	don’t	understand	what	
it	means	 for	a	person	 to	 state	his	address	 just	 like	 that.	 It	means	
you lay your whole entire self on the line. Where you live means 





















and the have-not side. And because you are the kind of man who 
calls	it	straight,	you	will	be	the	engine	that	drives	this	company’s	
capital	upstream.	That	is	precisely	what	I	aim	to	do,	and	you	can	go	






	 “To	 rearing	 back	 and	 firing!”	 said	 Jackson.	 “Finesse	 ain’t	
nothing	without	power.”
	 On	Labor	Day,	right	before	DeShante	started	work	for	Jack-








	 Watching	him	play,	 I	 have	 to	 admit	 I	 felt	 a	 little	 sad,	 not	
knowing how things were going to change for us. You read all the 




into	 ants—which	 is	why	 I	 found	myself	 praying	DeShante’s	 risk	
would	pay	off.	Given	the	opportunity,	who	wouldn’t	want	to	leap	
over	the	long	slog	that	lies	between	hope	and	destiny?
	 DeShante	 used	 one	 of	 his	 kings	 to	 triple-jump	my	 uncle	
right	off	the	board.	My	uncle	laughed,	play-slapped	him	on	the	side	








would be the last leaves of its sideways chewing. 
















beneath buckets of tears to water my seedlings. 
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Protecting My Crops
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So much beauty to drag away 
and	hope	the	harm	will	straighten.




















	 About	a	week	later	I	 found	him	again,	 this	time	bent	 into	
a wheelchair much too small and wearing a sling on one arm. He 
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Just Wait And See
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through like a bray.
	 “Why	you	ain’t	using	them	yourself?”
	 “Somebody	gave	them	to	me,”	I	said.	“And	I’m	not	really	
hungry.	So,	you	know,	 I’d	 rather	have	 the	cash.	 I	mean,	 if	you’re	
just	gonna	spend	your	money	in	there	anyway,	why	not	do	it	with	
these,	right?	That	way,	we	both	win.”
 She sucked her teeth and then asked if she could see them. 
After	inspecting	both	sides	and	looking	me	up	and	down	again,	she	
said,	“I’ll	give	you	seven.	But	you	gotta	come.”
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	 “Yeah,	yeah,	in	the	chair.”	
	 “No,	uh-uh.	I’m	not	pushing	you	all	the	way	over	there,”	I	
























	 “It’ll	 take	 some	work,	Balteemore,	 but	 if	we	do	 it	 right,	 I	
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All	we	have	to	do	is	go	over	when	it’s	dark,	pull	up	the	flowers,	and	




















a broken-down baby carriage with a missing wheel. “We can use 
















around	 in	 the	moist	 beds,	 pulling	 the	 flowers	 up	 by	 their	 roots,	














broke	 through	 the	darkness,	we	had	about	 forty	different	flower	
pots	organized	 into	neat	 little	 rows	 in	 the	vacant	 lot.	Everything	
from	morning	glories	and	hollyhocks	to	African	pansies,	impatiens,	
tulips,	and	marigolds.	Frenchie,	it	turned	out,	had	quite	the	knack	
for	 floral	 arrangement.	He	 took	 special	 pains	 to	make	 every	 pot	
look	as	though	it	had	come	from	a	real	nursery,	cleaning	the	dirt	





might actually make a few bucks.
	 Once	 Frenchie	 had	 picked	 up	 his	 morning	 allotment	 of	
methadone,	 which	 he	 finally	 shared	 with	 me,	 we	 wheeled	 our	
wares down to 86th	and	set	up	shop	on	a	rusted	and	wobbly	wood-
grain	card	table	we’d	found	in	a	dumpster.
	 “You	do	the	talking,”	he	said.	“You’re	young	and	white	and	
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	 “So	you’re	basically	 just	 the	 idea	man	 in	all	 this,	 then?”	 I	
said,	trying	to	be	funny.	
	 “C’mon,	trust	me,	Balteemore,	this	is	gonna	work.”	
	 Business	was	 slow	 at	 first,	 and	 by	 ten	 I	was	 kicking	my-
self and cursing Frenchie under my breath. “No one’s going to buy 





















thing for real money.” 
	 I’d	also	grown	tired	of	sitting	around	all	day,	manning	the	
table	while	Frenchie	went	to	cop	our	stuff	or	find	more	flowers.	I	






	 “I’ll	 come	with	 you	 then,”	he	 said.	 “I	 got	 nothing	 else	 to	
do.” 
	 I	 shrugged	noncommittally	 and	 stared	 at	 the	 street.	 I	 felt	
like	I	was	abandoning	a	close	friend	or	kicking	that	old	stray	back	









Finally,	he	nodded,	 and	 said,	 “OK,	Balteemore.	Maybe	 I	 see	you	
again sometime.”













	 He	was	not	at	any	of	his	usual	uptown	haunts.	 I	went	 to	
the	Metropolitan	methadone	line,	the	vacant	lots,	the	spots	on	110th 
and 116th,	our	flower	stand	site.	I	even	asked	a	few	familiar	faces	if	





	 Rather	 than	encourage	him,	 I’d	said,	“I’m	not	 that	young,	
Frenchie.”













































in the car. The tally of chewed shoes
grew as you grew.
																	I	began	to	count















in your coat had come to smell
like my father’s sweat and cologne.
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both too big for him.















that whatever you give him will go
towards	more	Popsicles	or	Snickers
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a racer’s handlebar. There’s a special providence













then stacks them in her cellar
like	fine	porcelain	plates.
When a full moon arrives
in	an	afternoon,




to slice the full one
from	the	unsculpted	sky.
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While Refuged at Sophie’s Cottage as 
Bombs Fall on London,  Nina Hamnett Pens 
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